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And then I clasped my hands and looked around
But none was near to mock my streaming eyes,
Which poured their warm drops on the sunny ground :
So, without shame, I spake : " I will be wise,
And just, and free, and mild, if in me lies
Such power ; for I grow weary to behold
The selfish and the strong still tyrannize
Without reproach or check."    I then controlled
My tears ; my heart grew calm j and I was meek and bold.

And from that hour did I, with earnest thought,

Heap knowledge from forbidden mines of lore ;

Yet nothing that my tyrants knew or taught

I cared to learn ; but from that secret store
:    Wrought linked armour for my soul, before

It might walk forth, to war among mankind.

Thus, power and hope were strengthened more and more

Within me, till there came upon my mind
A sense of loneliness, a thirst with which I pined."

In the main the self-account given in these stanzas is
genuine, though as Shelley was so apt a pupil he can
hardly be said to^'have learnt nothing from what his
" tyrants knew or taught": probably what he meant to
convey was that his most vital mental development was
due more to the indirect knowledge which he voluntarily
acquired.

The narrative of Shelley's early boyhood may be
closed with Medwin's description of his cousin's per-
sonal appearance at this time, "He was tall for his
age," says Medwin, "slightly and delicately built,, and
rather narrow-chested, with a complexion fair and ruddy,
a face rather long than oval. His features, not regularly
handsome, were set off by a profusion of silky brown
hair, that curled naturally. The expression of his coun-dlycotics,
